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>nly increased his power.) The sabre was a Damascus )lade, and made of such finely-tempered steel that it jould be bent nearly double. It had been captured dur-ng the war, and looked as if it might have been handed lown from some Spanish ancestor. On the blade was ingraved a motto in that high-flown language, which
•an :
" Do not draw me without cause ; Do not sheathe me without honor."
l<arge photographs of the men my husband loved kept lim company on the walls; they were of General MCcOlellan, General Sheridan, and Mr. Lawrence Bar-•ett. Over his desk was a picture of his wife in bridal Iress. Comparatively modern art was represented by :wo of the Rogers statuettes that we had carried about vith us for years. Transportation for necessary housc-lold articles was often so limited it was sometimes i question whether anything that was not absolutely iceded for the preservation of life should be taken with is; but our attachment for those little figures, and the issociations connected with them, made us study out a vay always to carry them. At the end. of each journey we inboxed them ourselves, and sifted the sawdust through )iir fingers carefully, for the figures were invariably lismembered. My husband's first occupation was to uing the few pictures and mend the statuettes. lie ylued on the broken portions and moulded putty in the jreviccs where the biscuit had crumbled. Sometimes 10 had to replace a bit that was lost, arid, as he was very fond of modelling, I rather imagined that he was glad of in opportunity to practise on our broken statuettes.
8*'